THE MAN I KNEV

After a large dinner-party several ladies with me were
discussing our experiences in getting ayahs to fasten the
terrible patent hooks. One of them, rather a gaunt female,
announced that she could get into her evening dress alone
in a few minutes. There was a hush and then eager enquiries
as to how this could be done, and the reply came, "I pull
my dress to the front, fasten the hooks, turn it round and
push my arms in". There was a silence, each wondering
how this could be accomplished, and the bright idea came
to me, which I put to her, whether she had elastic shoulder-
straps. But the angry look I got stopped all further con-
versation on the matter.

I must also pay a tribute to my husband for the patient
way in which he helped me to dress at Simla. He would
allow time, after dressing himself, to fasten the devilish
hooks. At first he was rather clumsy and fumbled a bit, but
after a few days he soon mastered the job.

Whilst Douglas was on tour towards the end of March,
1906, the rumours of our return to England were confirmed
by a letter from Sir Neville Lyttelton (Chief of Staff at the
War Office) offering Douglas the appointment of Director
of Training, which he accepted. He wrote to me and sug-
gested that I should join him at Peshawar and see the Khyber
Pass, and thence go on to Pindi, where we had again been
invited to stay with the Bloods. There was a little confusion
as to when Douglas was to take on his new duties at the War
Office, and therefore we adhered to our plans, which had
been arranged for some time, to return early in April to
Simla, where we had taken a bungalow at Mashobra, a few
miles from Simla. "We had decided on Mashobra so as to
avoid the many gaieties in Simla, especially as latterly
Douglas had been having too many attacks of malaria fever,
unfortunately of the tertian type, which took a lot out of
him. We enjoyed the quiet time, riding to his office in Simla
in the morning, playing tennis and camping out every
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